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' Don't worry about the doctor's bills, dear— they're less than they would be if you 
were up and about I " 
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recently returned to it in " The Egg and I," and has followed her iu 



with another in 



, beautiful Louise 
.... success in that 
' Don't Trust Your Husband," a United Artists' release. 
Welcome back, Louise t 
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' CooW and I were betting 2 to I that madame wouldn't let you out this evening, fir." 
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NO TEA 
Fo& Two 



^HARRIS 
DEANS 



I AM no lounge-]] zard, But I admit that tea 
with a pretty girl is a pleasant way of 
passing that tedious hour that comes between 
lunch and dinner. 

Which was why I called on my cousin Gladys 
recently. She was curled up in an armchair, 
her chin resting on her palms, and staring 
mournfully into space. 

"What a day," I remarked cheerfully. I 
find it a useful greeting, for one can always 
employ it, regardless of the weather. 

Except for a glance so steely that I could 
almost read the inscription Made in Sheffield 
on it. she made no reply. 

; said amiably to myself, 
However, I think I'll sit 



'■ Why, 



lean," 1 said, trying to get the matter 
they'd given you some encourage- 

ite to them by writing to you first ? " 
of course, fathead." She sighed. 

ow I'd never gone to the Denbigh's 



" Dear, 
" she must be 
and wait." 

That did it. 



ce may be golden, but 
nail change of 

" I do wish 1 knew what to do," she burst out. 

" It depends a good deal on what you've 
' done. Usually when you don't know what to 
do, the best thing is to pay the fine. Or do the 
time, if there is no option." 

"But I haven't done anything," she said 
pettishly " It's you." 

" Me ? " I gasped, " What have I done ? " 

" Well, if you hadn't insisted on 
posting the letters it wouldn't have 
happened. I'm almost certain to 
have forgotten to post them myself." 
" Letters ? What letters are 
these ? " I asked interestedly. 
Gladys does moit of her corres- 
pondence by telephone, so it must 
have been a serious matter she'd 
had to tackle with pen and ink. 

" Those you posted for me 
yesterday. Don't you know what 
was in them ? " 

I shook my head regretfully. 
" Not a word. I gave up steaming 
open other people's letters years 
ago. Ever since I scalded my 

"Well. I thought I'd told you 
what was in them," explained 
Gladys. "I can't remember 

now whether 1 meant to or not. 
You saw who they were to, didn't 

I shook my head despondently. 
" There must be something wrong 
with me," I murmured. " I don't 
seem to be living up to your ideal 
of an Englishman, I don't steam 
letters open and I flon't read 
addresses on other people's 

Gladys shook her head pityingly. 
But after all there are mental 
defective* in most families, so 
she decided to forgive me. 

" It doesn't matter very much, 
anyhow," she said kindly, " but 
you aren't very observant are you ? 
They were to Ted Halliwell and 
Ned Denbigh, They were replies," 
she added. 



very elliptical,' ' 1 complained. 
•'Why not?" 

" Very what ? Do talk English. I mean, 1 
couldn't refuse Ned in his own house, could 
I ? You see he asked me to marry him." 

" Politeness to a host, or even the son of a 
host, is one of the first duties of a guest," I 
agreed. " Though to carry it to the extent of 
marriage is — well, almost effusive. 

"By the way," I continued, struck by a 
thought, " you're sure he wanted to marry you ? 
I mean, did he appear pleased, or just resigned, 
when you accepted him ? " 

"I didn't accept him," snapped Gladys. 
"I do wish you'd use your intelligence. I 
told him I'd write and let him know my answer. 

"So then." she went on wearily, "when 
Ted Halliwell asked me to marry him, I had 
to say I'd write to him, too." 

"Well, what's worrying you? Have you 
changed your mind as to which of them you 

" Of course not ; as if 1 should." She hesi- 
tated a moment, and regarded me doubtfully. 
" If you laugh," she threatened, "I'll never 
speak to you again. I've forgotten which one 
I accepted." 

I put my hand over my mouth, but it was 
too late. 

" You're' laughing," she cried indignantly. 

" I'm not," I denied, " it's whooping cough. 
Very prevalent at this time of the year." 

" You're too old to have whooping cough," 
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said Gladys suspiciously, " It's one of those 
things you have in your childhood. ' ' 

" I know. I keep saying it's too late for the 
first attack, and too early for the second. But 
the germs won't listen. Can't you even remem- 
ber your future husband's christian name ? " 
" No," she said despairingly, " Being a sort 
of formal occasion I called Ted and Ned by 
their full name , , . Edward. I do think god- 
parents ought to be a bit more original, don't 
you ? Practically every man you bump into at 
a party is called Edward." 

"A girl with a memory like yours?" I 
suggested, "should take the finger-prints of 
every man she meets. Surely you must know 
which of the two you wanted to marry. I mean, 
a well brought up girl can't go about dashing 
into churches with the first chap who wants" 
to be a bridegroom." 

" Of course I knew who I wanted to marry," 
she said pettishly. " Ted Halliwell. But after 
I 'd put the letters in (he envelopes I temembered 
he'd got all those awful sisters. Fancy having 
seven sisters-in-law ! So I changed the letters." 
" Where's the trouble then ? It's obviously 
Denbigh you promised to marry." 

"Well then it isn't," said Gladys irritably. 
" You see, after I'd changed the letter, I thought 
of Ned Denbigh's mother. I decided I'd rather 
have seven horrible sisters-in-law than one 
mother-in-law like her." 

" So you changed them back ? " 
"That's my difficulty," she admitted de- ■ 
spondently, " You came in just then, and I can't 
remember whether I did, or whether I didn't." 
" But they've got different names,"! reasoned. 
" If Ted gets a letter intended for Ned, he'll 
know it's not for him. Or vice versa." 

" Yes," moaned Gladys, " but the trouble is. 
I called .them both Edward. It 
being an official sort of occasion. 
It's all your fault, meddling with 
my letters." 

"You ought to have phoned," 
I said, "and then you could have 
put the mistake down to the 
telephone people. Say you were 
given the wrong number, or 
-a something." 

(Tft ^ r '' don't tr y an d ^ 'unny," 

I ■! s ^ e sapped. "You've got me 
1JJ into a frightful hole and you won't 
^""^ even try to 'get roe out. I do wish 
you'd go." 

"What without my teal Can't 
I have my tea first ? " 

" Tea I When I'm so worried I 
For Heaven's sake go [ " 

" I'm going," I said, with 
dignity. "This will be a lesson 
to me. I try to do you a good turn, 
posting your letters; And this is all 
the thanks I get for it. Goodbye." 
" Oh, oh," said Gladys, punching 
a cushion violently, and burying 
her head in it. 

In the hall an idea suddenly 
occurred to me. I put my hand 

"I say," 1 said cheerfully, 



i the r 



i after al 



all right, 



i going to accuse me of not being able to 
And the keyhole." 



Gladys sat up. 

" Didn't I say I was too upset t " 

" Yes," I said. 1 smiled happily, 
as I extended something in my 
hand, " but i find I forgot to post 
your letters after all." 

But even after I'd got her out 
of her scrape she wouldn't give 
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AT Norfolk Assizes a woman was 
bound over For sending " poison- 
pen " letters and telegrams to and 
about one of her neighbours. 
Would it be correct to call a person 
who deals in this kind of missive a 
pen 'Viper ? 



SOME of the- 

heart* !) are Mid to have discovered 
process by which wool and other cloth- 
ing material! can be turned Into food. 
A* to that ! 
Th« wool the tad thorn sheep now lacks, 

Soma chap asseverates, 
Instead of being on our back*, 

Will be upon our platet, 
'A chance that never thould be mlttad 

It handed now to that 
Opinionated theorist 

Who tayt he'll " eat his hat. 
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" SYDNEY taximen must not drive 
severely. Motto ; one man one taxi. 


WE hear about a lot of safe rob- 



Exercise for Economists : 

SAY to a business man, "British Induatrn 
Fair," and see whether he responds, " Wei 
fair to middling." 



WHEN you hear a woman say that, well, 
after all, she has only one life to live, you may 
be sure that she has made up her mind that it 
shall not be a single life- 



IF Mrs. Mann's Bill for giving wives a fair share 
of their husbands' income ever passes into law, 
it will be tough for the women who have 
been in the habit of getting the old man's 
pay-packet every week. 

XXX 
MODERATION 

(An evening paper has discovered a girl who 
"likes pretty clothes— in moderation,") 
HOW gratifying 'tis to find 
A lovely girl of such a mind 

As scorns the very thought of ostentation 1 
For, when the spring is fairly warm, 
To overclothe the female form 

Is just a work of supererogation, 

I'm sure that all the men must feel 
That charming girls should not conceal 

Their fascinating shapes from observation. 
So here is wishing all success 
To all who do not over-dress, 

But ever wear their clothes — in moderation. 



AT the Fashion Designers' dinner a society 
lady wore earrings, pendant, brooch, and 



t Thought : 

s making up in front of her 
s in the best position for 
s going on. 



"IT'S all very well," mused the Saloon Bar 
Philosopher, as he toyed with a gin -and -French, 
"to say that people who marry in haste repent 
at leisure ; but when a chap's married he 
doesn't get much leisure." 



DISCUSSING the de-rationing of clothes, 
tailors say that there will be no rush for first- 
class suits, because prices are so high. That's 
just it ; the rush comes when you see the bill. 
XXX 
COCKTAIL-TIME CHATTER 
" CELIA has not a bit of social sense; she 
actually asked that film-director if he would 
like to see the snap-shots she took on her 
holidays." 

"There's one thing 'you can say about 
the Spring sales— they do take one's mind off 

" When I told Hildebrand that I was just 
an average woman, he said that he hasn't 
found one average woman in fifty." 

"Marjorie doesn't seem to care a bit what 
people say; she just says ' Let dirty dogs lie'.' 

"That stupid little thing of a Hilda won't 
call a chest of drawers by its proper name ; 
she says it's a chest of panties." 

" Myra asked Joan if she wasn't scared, with 
all this cat 'flu about, and all the time she knew 
that poor Joan hasn't got a cat." 



bracelet, all made i 
last we have a i 
to do with an 
working-class u 



beries. That's just the trouble ; 
with the. police on so many other 
duties, robberies are getting much 
too safe for the criminal classes. 



SHINING SUITS 

C" We intend to put women in their place," 
says a leading authority in the tailoring trade, 
predicting cloths of bright colours, " even 
yellow," in the new suitings.) 
ATTEND I The tailor more than hints 
coats of brilliant tints, 

Like pea-green, rose, and yellow, 
According to their sev'ral whims, 
Upon the torso and the limbs 

Of ev'ry well-dressed fellow. 

And why should not the poet shine 
In this, long-cherished suit of mine. 

So well-pressed, clean and neat ? 
If fashion calls for brilliance 
Well, just look at this coat and pants, 

Especially the seat ! 




THE Francis Bacon Society has just held 
Iti first meeting for ten years. Thlt de- 
partment declines to discuss the Society's 
theory that Francis Bacon wrote the 
plays attributed to Shakespeare, but 
cannot help feeling that there mult be 
some affinity between Bacon and Hamlet. 
Or I* It all gammon I 



STATISTICS reveal that unmarried women 
live longer than married ones. Isn't it 
wonderful, how these plucky spinsters go on 
getting married, and chancing the a! 



Joe Muggins 

iteie wu 
*ee, s<e— three 
Hours a pbhnv, 



fyftfaf/utiA. 



of ?n old 
of the problem of what 
,ra, which has worried 



THOSE thieves who abstracted twelve 
thousand pounds' worth of jewels from a 
Mayfair flat must have thought that they were 
having the crime of their lives. 
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do wish, George, you'd forget you're a detective when we go walking ! " 
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Serial Social 

By ROBB GRANT 



Blighty 









I WAS just mentally putting 
together and wondering if 
would really be enough for fourteen people 
if they sat on each other's knees— when the 
'phone bell rang, . 

" Muddte-end Mental Home,' I said cheer- 
fully, hoping that the gambit would lead to 
some interesting dialogue. But it failed to work. 
It was my old pal Eric. 

'■ I'm giving a little party," he said. " You 11 
come along, won't you ? " 
" But of course. When ? ' ' 
"Monday at eight." 

" Monday ? At eight ? Then you haven t 
had .my letter ? " 
"What letter ? " 

" The letter I've just buzzed off to you and 
a few others asking you and them to a small 
party I'm giving here on Monday at seven, ' 
1 explained. 

"But you cant, protested trie. louu 
have to put it off. I asked you first." 

" My dear old flapping -friend," I retorted, 
" my letter inviting you has been in the post 
some time. So I have the top priority. You 
must postpone your party." 
" No Benedictine fear ! " 
1 tried to argue the old chip out of his 
stubborn resistance, even so far as appealing 
to his economic sense which is strongly 
developed and marked by a very large bump 
towards the back of his head. 

But nothing 1 could say would 
shake him. 

On the other hand, nothing he 
could say would make me shift my 
party date. Why should it ? All 
my invitations had gone out. My 
opening time waa an hour ahead 
of his. And I was willing to bet 
him some six-to-four that I had 
been planning my party longer than 
he had been planning his. 

"But this is impossible.," said 
Eric 

" Not at all. You can always 
• come here first to my seven o'clock 
sup and sip and then tear off to get 
your own little affair going.' ' 

"I couldn't possibly do that," 
said Eric. " Besides, you don't 
know the worst yet. I've already 
had another invitation to a party 
on the same night." 

" You mean some third party is 
throwing a third party on the same 
Monday ? " 

" Exactly that," said Eric. " It 
is Charles. His affair is timed for 
nine o'clock." 

Before I could express all the 
things 1 thought about Charles, 
Eric rang off. 

I must admit I was hurt. To 
think that one of my letters of 
invitation had gone to Charles, 
yet he had apparently invited others, 
including Eric, to his party but 
had not thought about me. 

Oh, well. I sampled a dash of 
the sherry I was going to serve on 
Monday and decided to let the 
other party-givers get on with it. 
And then the postman came, 
Two letters for me. Guess 
what. One was from Charles 
inviting me okay to his party. So 



now everything was fine. Even if the spirit 
was flowing, my flesh would be bound to my 
own party, , 

1 turned to the other letter. Great snakes and 
pink elephants! It was a printed card from 
Teddie asking me to his party at nine-thirty 
p.m. Monday ! 

Weakly, 1 sampled my own sherry again. 
What on earth was the attraction that made 
all these other chips throw parties on the 
same evening as my own ? Turning the topic 
over I guessed that they used the same reasons 
as I had : (a) time to give a party ; (b) n°'h;«B 
like a slack Monday evening to have full 
acceptances ; and (c) end of the week or month 
pay was on hand to stand the cost. 

Obviously, like me, they had kept their hide 
secrets until the last moment to spring the 
great surprise. 

I don't mind telling you I felt a mean sense 
of frustration at the thought of sloshing out 
the sherry and sandwiches to my guests while 
missing the possibly more exotic drinks at 
Eric's, Charles's or Teddie's parties. 

But as there was nothing I could do about it 
I went on with my preparations. 

Monday at seven found me with the door of 
the flat wide open, the radio playing, the drinks 
open, the sandwiches closed, (I'd kept 'em 
pressed under half a dozen books so that their 
edges wouldn't curl up.) 

And then the gang came roaring in . . ■ 
Naturally, they tore into everything. Most 
of them knew each other, but whenever I 
took a moment to pour myself something and 



. Is that Eric? 




* Fourth floor I Grocery— provi»ioni- 
. . . dates ? " 



make an introduction, the rest roared : 
another snifter or a further supply of sandwiches. 
One or another of the quick-handed brigade 
took the drink I'd poured for myself and downed 
it himself or herself. 

And then— then the gang went roaring 

I stared round at the empty bottles, the empty 
glasses, the empty plates, And then at the clock, 

Three minutes to eight. 

Right away I knew what they were up to. 
Those with invitations, and those who had 
jus: heard there were invites, had cleaned me 
,:p in double-quick time and hot-footed it for 
Er;c's eight o'clock party! 

I rounded up the bottles and squeezed a 
half-glass of everything into a tooth mug. So 
this was my party I All in. all down, and all 
out in fifty-two minutes. _ 

After a time I 'phoned Eric, but the noise of 
shouting and splash of sodas over the wire 
was too much. I cut off and chewed a moody 

After some more time my 'phone rang. 
"Hullo," said a dull voice. "How's your 
party going ?" 

"' Going I It's gone long sin 
How are you getting along f " 

"The gang've ail gone," he said bitterly. 
"Swiped the lot of my food and drink in 
record time and beat it for Charles's party." 

I chewed over his information arid the last 

crumbs of biscuit. Then I told him how the 

gang had done the same for me. " You and me 

ought to get on to Charles's party ourselves,' 

I told Eric. 

" Don't feel like it," he said. 

" Nor do I," I confessed. " But 

we don't want to spend a dull 

Monday just because we gave a 

party apiece. Now, Eric, listen 

I gave him a cheerful earful over 
the 'phone, so that he bucked up 
and agreed I certainly had a plan. 

Three minutes later I was on my 
way- Five minutes after that and 
1 met Eric. Sevgn minutes more 
and he and I were tap-tapping at a 

" Come in, come in," welcomed 
Teddie. " You're a bit early, but 
you'll be lucky and able to park in 
chairs." 

" Oh, ah," said Eric and I. , 
We parked and reached for 
filled glasses. We nibbled at 
Teddie's platefuls of snacks. We I 
chattered of this and that. And 
right before us Teddie's clock 
ticked off the time to nine-thirty 
.... nine-forty ... nine-fifty. 
"S'funny," said Teddie. "Can't 
think why the gang are so late" 

Five minutes later who should 
show' up but Charles. 

"Some people 1" he exclaimed 
disgustedly. "They roll in half- 
tight, eat and drink everything 
I've laid on for my party, and then 
stagger out shouting to me that 
they're off to some other 
celebration." 

"This," I said slowly, "is the 
celebration they're on their way to* 
They've had all my stuff, all Eric's, 
all yours. If they can still stand, 
they may be here. Meanwhile, 
let us four hosts make the most of 
our sober selves in a select social 
evening. Here's looking at us 1 " 



Blighty 
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SPEAKING from where?" I bellowed. 
" East Loathshire," came Marjorie's 
cultivated croon. "A real old-world hamlet 
called Watchem Necking." 

"Nonsense, old dear. There couldn't be 
a place with a name like that. It's impossible." 

" Quite impossible," Marjorie agreed, readily. 
" Paul and I've been living — well, breathing- 
near Watchem Necking for three months and 
we still don't believe a brick of it. And talking 
of old-world hamlets, have you seen any good 
flicks lately?" 

I chuckled. " Not the best one of the year. 
That's the scenario I'm going to write to-morrow, 
about a bloke who's rung up by a smashing old 
flame living in the country, so he gets his car 
out, see ; and he packs a couple of jorums of 
champagne, see ; and he drives madly through 
the night, see ; and finds her alone in this 
remote cottage- " 

"Cut!" said Marjorie, "Not worth the 
journey : Paul's here with his feet on the 
mantelpiece and looking particularly brutal. 
Prop your elbow on the what-not and listen. 
This is good, this is. The real low-down on 
the seamy side of film production. And the 
moral, I'll tell you in advance, is that the 
amount of justice in this shaggiest of all possible 
worlds could be spread on a small dry biscuit 
without noticeably improving the flavour. 
Give ear, Honey ..." 

When 1 decided (said Marjorie) to marry 
this lop-eared iguanodon who's now staring 
at me balefully while he calculates the cost of 
my 'phone calls, naturally people said, "Oh 
dear, oh dear," they said, "fancy chucking 
youraelf away on that bohemian bod : you'll 
find after you're married," they said, "that 
he'll never have any money of his own." 

So of course I snapped back, " How right 
you are, darlings, that's exactly my idea." 

"We know practically all the people in 
town, my precious one," said Paul, in a deep, 
caressing tone, " so we can always borrow." 

There was a fallacy in that, of course. 
Everybody did know us and consequently 
wouldn't lend us the squeeze of a china orange. 
So after six weeks I said to this husband thing, 
"I'm going to make a man of you," I said, 
" if I have to cut up six old ones to do it. Go 
out and battle for our bread, same as husbands 
do in the March of Time and the Government 
statistics. There's work for the whole popula- 
tion," I said, " if you go and look for it." 

•' Why should I ? " said Paul, sticking Jiis 
head under a cushion. " The population have 
never done me any harm." 

But one snowy night he was driven out by 
sheer destitution ; for the only use we now 
had for our sherry glasses was to keep dried 
spiders in ; and we were pretty short even of 
dried spiders, Three hours later he came 
back with a new light in his eyes. 

" I met a chap who introduced me to another 
bloke along the counter- — " 
"What counter?" 

"Dammit, damsel," said Paul, "one must 
go somewhere to discuss business. And this 



is big. It's expanding. It's spacious, U'you 
realise the roads of England are just a wild 
surge of lorries zooming in all directions, 
delivering the goods ? That lorries have 
drivers ? That drivers have tummies, which 
must be filled ? The demand is fantastic ! " 
" You mean we're to keep a snack bar ? " 
" We may begin with a snack bar, dearie ; 
but in six months we'll own a chain of hotels 
and a dozen casinos all over Europe. With 
my ideas and organising power and your— 
your affectionate support, little woman, in the 
background—" Paul made a large gesture, 
lightly brushing the two bronze horses and the 
clock off the mantelpiece. 

The dump in question, it appeared, was going 
for an old !ong ; and included the tenancy of 
a cottage near by. Well — are you listening, 
boy ?— on the strict understanding that we 
were to leave London and seek our fortune in 
East Loathshire (or even ferther on, if possible) 
our folks peeled off some dough and a while 
later here we were, bashing up sandwiches and 
sloshing out cups of char for the hungry 
workers of the world. 

And we cleared out a lot of aspidistras, and 
Longfellow's Works, and other loathsome 
objects from the humble cot and put in some 
chromium chairs and a rather nifty still-life 
of two bloaters on a grand piano by Stepan 
Gass ; and made it almost like home. 

You'd be surprised what a difference the 
country air made to Paul. He'd be up and about 
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by eleven] standing in the doorway of our 
tea-shack ; taking in great gulps of rural air 
and cheerily urging the noble peasantry to 
their labours. 

" Darling," I said, " we're turning placidly 
into vegetables. Never- again shall the tinsel 
joys and shallow ambitions of city life sully 
our carbolic innocence- " 

" You mean bucolic " 

And then (give ear, boy ; for this is where 
tragedy smacks us ip the pants) three enormous 
cars drew up, full of the most dog-awful men 
with big chests and blue chins, and blue-eyed 
bloodies with sheaves of papers. 

" Darling," Paul whispered. " put a sprink- 
ling of broken glass in the hot dogs. These 
bods aren't honest toilers ; they're snakes 
from Soho. Wonder what's their racket ? " 

We soon learned ; for they piled in till the 
shack bulged and began screaming at one another 
about locations, long shots, short shots, pan 
shots, track shots, and the Big Shots. All 
the janes — we gathered, in the uproar— had 
the same name, Hey 'darling; but the blue- 
chins* names were Spud, Ted, Bud, Jed, Chick, 
McGillicuddy and Joe. 

" Are you making a ftick ? " 1 gasped, 
" Where ? " 

"Dunnol" yelled Spud, Ted, Bud, Jed, 
Chick, McGillicuddy and Joe, " Gotta find 
a location. Wanta find an old-world cottage." 

" Who's the star ? " 

" Apollo Jones." 




" I'm sorry, madam, we haven't a frock left in the place,' 
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Honest, pal (said Marjorie) the gnarled old 
heart melted away like a ration of marge at 
these wonderful words. Apollo Jones has been 
my pin-up ever since my girlish hands took 
down Sir Galahad and used him for curl-papers. 
"Why not use our cottage?" I suggested, 
gleefully ; and Paul— after another glance at 
the platoon of continuity girls— said he didn't 
mind if they did. 

So the whole bunch hired out and piled 
into our cottage, and Spud, Ted, Bud, Jed, 
Chick McGillicuddy and Joe all agreed that we 
ought to be shot. " Long shots or short 
shots ? " I chirruped. 

" Don't mean that," grunted Spud. " Mean 
you ougbt to be shot for re-furnishing this dump. 
We want it real historic. What-nots and wax 
fruit. Must be genuine eighteenth-century 
Tudor like." 

"We'll dig up some antiques," snapped 
Chick, and zoomed away to the village in one 
of the armoured cars. And the first antique 
they dug out was Apollo Jones, who'd been 
in the local, squeezing a free pint from Sam 
the cameraman. I'd" forgotten that screen 
, throbs, like'the rest of us, get bashed about by 
the passing of the years. " That salamander 
can't be the hero!" I gasped. 

"No, but he's the star," McGillicuddy 
explained. " This is a homely, real-life story 
with Apollo Jones as an aged sire awaiting, in 
his old-world cot, the return of his erring 
daughter, Pulsating. Been nothing like it 
since the last film we made. It'll knock the 
two-and-nines for a row of pig-bins." 

" Conference ! " yelled Bud, suddenly ; and 
they all went into a huddle in our parlour. 
Nobody had yet decided, it seemed, whether 
Aged Poppa Apollo Jones was to twist his 
leathery features into barefaced emotion or 
conceal his face behind appropriate whiskers 
and do the acting with his ears. 

"If you want whiskers," said Ted, the make- 
up man, " I need a living model to copy off of," 
" Yup," said Spud. " Scram into the village 
and collar an old man with whiskers. Must 
be plenty around." 

We told 'em the finest specimen of prairie- 
grass was to be found on old man Ambrose, 
in Honeywell Cottage ; so off they went and 
very soon they'd wired up an empty barn with 
lighting, for a dressing-room ; and there was 
■ old man Ambrose sitting as a model, at half a 
crown an hour, while Ted worked away glueing 
slobs of white hair on Apollo Jones. " Don't 
'ee keep Oi 'ere too long, young feller," said 
Ambrose. " Oi be oldest inhabitant, Oi be; 
and my place is in the " Brown Cow," getting 
free drinks off the visitors. That's me proper 

Meanwhile (and now, laddie, said Marjorie, 
it thickens up) Chick had come back with a 
car-load of borrowed furnishings— even a 
horsehair sofa — and they were turning our 
cottage into a lovely " set." But McGillicuddy 
wasn't satisfied. "Aspidistra!" he roared. 
" Why no aspidistra ? ' ' 

" There aren't any. I've brought a fuchsia." 

" Fuchsia my foot I The boss said aspi- 
distra—" 

" But I tell you " 

" Go and get an aspidistra I " 

We felt sorry for Chick as he slunk away and 
something told us (the liar) that this was where 
we could save the situation and start scooting 
up the ladder of film fame. There was — we 
knew— one prize, outsize aspidistra in Watchem 
Necking ; it belonged to old man Ambrose, the 
apple of his eye. That plant was more to him 
than his twenty-eight grandchildren : and 
having seen the twenty-eight 1 say he was dead 
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' Now that you've installed it maybe you'd better ring me about seven 
this evening to see if it'i working all right. 



right. Anyway, at the moment Ambrose was 
safely filed away in the make-up bam. 

So Paul and 1 crept up the lane and along 
the hedge and performed a deliberate act of 
daylight robbery and look, mister, you can't 
blame us because it was all the fault of the 
cinema. An hour later everything was ready 
for the sequence. " Okay ! " yelled Chick. 

"Okay!" screamed Spud, Ted, Bud, Jed, 
McGillicuddy, all the continuity girls, and Joe. 

Nothing happened, 

" Where's Apollo Jones ? " roared McGilli- 
cuddy. " The boss said we gotta cut on 
estimates and this is costing us half a million 
a minute. Where is he ? WHERE IS HE ? " 

" Funny," said Ted. " 1 finished his make-up 
half an hour ago." 

McGillicuddy pulled out a handful of hair 
and threw it away. So did Spud, Ted, Bud, 
Jed and Joe ; but Chick was bald so he just 
swore, and the girls gasped. And then a gnarled, 
white -whiskered figure came tottering anxiously 
up the garden path. " Come on, man ; come 
oh," rapped McGillicuddy. "Now look. 
You're standing in your cottage doorway, 
peering along the white, winding road for your 
erring daughter " 

" I want me aspidistra I " 

" Don't talk daft, Apollo. It's all set and 
hunky-dory. Now listen. Your erring daughter 
doesn't come but the landlord does, with a 
writ for the rent. You moan for mercy- — -" 
Paul and 1, looking on from behind the 
cameras, recognised old man Ambrose's 
peculiar squawk of irritation as he pushed 
aside McGillicuddy and went beetling up to 



the open cottage door ; but there was nothing 
we could do. Ambrose vanished within. 
"Okay, boys," said McGillicuddy. " Turn 'em 
over as he shows up in the doorway " 

But when Ambrose did show up he was 
clutching his precious plant in its pot. " No, 
no, no I " shouted McGillicuddy, " you don't 

carry that thing— look " and he advanced 

to the ivyclad porch. Ambrose, thoroughly 
enraged, howled, " Pinch me aspidistra, would 
you, you London crooks ? Take that ! ' and 
he crowned the assistant director squarely with 
pot, soil and foliage. 

" It's in the can,' ' said the cameraman, 
happily- 

"And it was in the can," said Marjorie. 
"Are you still listening? Because it's what 
I mean about there being no justice in the 

" You see, old man Ambrose's remark about 
the free refreshment he collected from tourists 
appealed to Apollo Jones's thirsty soul. And 
he ambled along to the "Brown Cow" in his 
make-up, to cash in as oldest inhabitant . . . 
They found him later, sleeping off ten quarts of 
cider under the horse-trough. But he collects all 
the credit for a first-rate knockabout sequence 
— oh, yes, they've turned it into a comedy- 
while poor old man Ambrose got only an extra 
.halfrcrown and a packet of marigold seeds to 
make up for his ruined aspidistra ; but all this 
is just by the way because what I really rang 
you up about — hey, are you still listening— ? " 
"No, Marjorie," I said; and stuffed the 
telephone firmly under five cushions. 
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I wonder If you could help me, old man ? She's a bit cold and I can't get her started." 



A Certain Cure 

By COLIN HOWARD 

IT'S this east wind," said the landlord 
sympathetically, as 1 entered the saloon- 
bar with a peculiar, crouching gait, gingerly 
advanced with a series of six-inch steps, and 
thankfully jammed myself up against the bar. 
" Gets you just across the small of the back, 

" Ouch," I replied, 

" You want to wear silk next to your skin," 
advised a neighbouring bowlerhat. 

"No, 1 don't 1 " 1 answered crossly. "I 
hate silk next to my akin." 

" 'Course you do I " declared the bowlerhat 
with some triumph. " If you liked silk next 
to your skin, you'd wear it, and if you wore it, 
you wouldn't have " 

" Silk's no good," put in an interested check- 
cap, " There's only one certain cure for 
lumbago, and that's a good, stiff Turkish bath. 
Get 'old of the biggest, roughest attendant you 
can spot, and say to 'im, ' Look, chum, I got 
lumbago, see ? ' " 

" What'll he do to me ? " I asked apprehen- 

" What 'II he do to you? " echoed the check - 
cap ecstatically. "Why, he'll tear you limb 
from limb, that's all. 'E'll soften your back 
up first with a jet of water like a bayonet, and 
then 'e'll get you down and give you 'ell." 

I shuddered — carefully — and sipped delicately 
at my beer< 

" You oughtn't to be drinking that stuff," 
said an elderly trilby disapprovingly. "You 
ought to be drinking water." 

" What's the difference ? " asked the bowler- 
hat. 



The landlord wiped the counter down with 
a certain deliberateness. 

"Gallons and gallons of water!" pursued 
the trilby with enthusiasm. " Keep pouring it 
down yourself all day long." 

"For meself," said the check-cap, "I'd 
sooner 'ave lumbago." 

" That's all wrong, what 'e says about water," 
said the landlord. " What you ought to be 
drinking is Hollands gin." 

" Don't like Hollands," I argued, 

"Neither does lumbago," he replied, 

"When I 'ad lumbago," recalled a brown 
demob, hat, " I used to rub mustard in. Best 
table -mustard, with a dash of vinegar." 

" And did that cure it ? " I asked. 

" No,'' he said. 

" Old women's cures, all of 'em," struck in 
a shapeless grey felt. " I'll tell you a certain 
cure. You lie down flat on the table, face down, 
and pull a sheet of brown paper over yourself, 
and then get the missus to give you a good 
going-over with a flat-iron, hot as you can stand 

" Why broum paper ? " asked the landlord 
sneer ingly. 

" 'Cos it doesn't show the scorches like 
white paper," answered the grey felt calmly. 

"It's a 'orrible thing, lumbago," said the 
landlord solemnly, " It gets you so sudden. 
One moment you're waltzing along full of the 
joys of spring, and the next you're doubled up 
unable to move an eyelash, with a feeling like 
a red-hot crab was nipping the small of your 
back. Did your trouble come on sudden, sir ? " 

" Very. I was walking along the road a few 
minutes ago, and all at once, without the 
slightest warning ' ' 

" Ah, now that's the best thing possible for 
it— a good, long walk," interposed a green 



porkpie. " Constant exercise, that's the only 
certain cure for lumbago. When you had that 
twinge, sir, if you'd just simply touched your 
toes half-B-dozen times, you wouldn't have 
been troubled by it again." 

" A man with lumbago what tried them 
stupid games wouldn't ever be troubled by 
anything again," said the landlord. 

" Power of suggestion is the thing," 
mentioned a rather earnest tweed fishing-hat. 
" Couiism, it used to be called. If a chap with 
lumbago was to keep on telling himself it 
wasn't hurting him— " 

"That chap would be a fool to believe 
himself,' ' said the landlord. 

" Coudism has a very powerful effect on a 
sufferer," urged the fishing-hat. 
"So has lumbago," said the landlord. 
" I've heard," I said — purely because I felt 
it was time 1 contributed something to the 
symposium—" that a bottle of good, old- 
fashioned horse -liniment is the stuff to get you 
onyout feet." 

" It is," said the landlord. " On your feet 
and dancing." 

" Strong, is it ? " I said. 
" Strong ? " said the landlord. " You pour 
a drop or two of horse-liniment over a beef- 
steak, and it'll be grilled ready to eat before 
you've put the cork back." 

"A brick's a certain cure," proclaimed the 
bartender from the public-bar, who had been 
lured in by the sounds of the fascinating 
discussion. 

" A hot brick ? " I asked. 
" A 'ot brick or a cold brick, it don't matter 
so long as it's a heavy brick. AH you got to 
do, just drop it on your toe. That'll make you 
stand up pretty smartish, I give you my word. 
Your back clicks straight, and Bob's your uncle." 
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" Brick my foot I " said the landlord. 

"That's right," agreed the bartender. 
"Bonk on the toe!" 

" I'd miss," I said pensively. " I've got a 
terrible eye for dropping bricks on toes." I 
incautiously stood erect. The next moment I 
was doubled over the bar again. 

"Why don't you go and see a doctor?" 
suggested the check -cap. 

This was such a staggeringly novel idea for 
curing lumbago that even the landlord could 
not at once think of anything against it 

" Waste of time," said the bartender, reluc- 
tantly answering thfe summons of a mono- 
tonously-banged pint-pot. " 'E'd only tell you 
to drop a brick on your toe." 

" 'Oo ordered a taxi ? " demanded an 
aggressive glazed-peak cap, appearing round 
the door. 

" I did," 1 said. I finished my drink, eased 
myself into position for walking, and shuffled 

" A good, long ice-cold bath, that's what 
you need," said the glazed-peak cap, assisting 
me into his cab. " It's a certain cure." 

But as soon as I got home 1 was cured in a 
couple of minutes. My wife cured me. Simply 
by sewing on a couple of brace -buttons. 



THIS department hears about a Kensington 
lady who has a flat in a "converted house." 
Being converted, the house will now be well- 
conducted, presumably. 
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By MICHAEL MOORE 

MRS. STORME-RANTING was in one of 
her explosive moods as she dialled 
the telephone -number of her grocer, 

Not only had Mr. Gran sent her inferior 
substitutes for everything she had ordered, and 
not only had they arrived two hours late, but 
the bill had been added up incorrectly on Mr. 
Gran's side, and the delivery-boy, on a week's 
notice, had stuck out his tongue at her. 

Once Mrs. Storme- Ranting got into a cyclonic 
temper she had to get everything off her chest, 
and Mrs. Storme-Ranting had a very con- 
siderable chest. 

The moment she heard the voice at the other 
end, she took a deep breath and weighed in. 
"You realise who's calling?" she began 
truculently. 

" 'Fraid I don.'t, Ma'am." 
" This is Mrs. Storme-Ranting. I think 
you know why I'm ringing ? " 
"No?" 

" Oh, you don't ? '" 
" That's what I said, Ma'am." 
"That remark is typical of the treatment 
one expects from tradesmen nowadays," 
sneered the caller. " I gather you want 
customers 1 I mean, you aren't in business for 
your own amusement, or ate you ? " 
"Well, hardly. Ma'am ..." 
"One would think sol" bellowed the 




human dreadnought, and the 'phone wire 
quivered like a harp-string, " As I see it, 
the old saying ' The customer's always right ' 
has now become ' The customer's never right ' 
—am I right ? ' ' 
" No, Madam ..." 
" Ah I You see ? Exactly what I said t But 
allow me to tell you, my good man, that your 
reign of tyranny can't last forever. Oh, no I 
Dictators always come to a sticky end. Look 
at Caesar, and Napoleon, and Adolf and 
Musso. Sooner or later, the worm turns, 
you know." 

" I quite appreciate .... 

" Don't butt in, please— allow me to say 
something for a change. I don't know what 
I've ever done to offend you, apart from being 
one of your patrons, and a ready-money one 
into the bargain. But you appear to treat me 
as so much rubbish— Grade Three rubbish of 
the sort which your impudent minion flings 
upon my doorstep, and which no doubt you 
have been happy to dispose of before it becomes 
completely unfit for human consumption . . . 

" But, listen, lady , . . . " 

" . . , . And not only do you keep your 
best quality brands— if you ever sell any— under 
the counter, for those whom you consider the 
elite because they don't pay, but you are 
incapable of the simplest sums in addition. 
Your delivery-boys have obviously escaped from 
reform-school, and move at the pace of a 
crippled tortoise. What is more, I never 
liked your face . . . . " 

" If you'll permit me, Madam , . . . 

"Your face — which happily I don't see 
often, since I order most of my goods over the 
'phone— is not unlike the ball of lard which in 
happier times you kept on the counter ..." 

" But, Madam, if I may . . . . " 

" And when you say you're out of something, 
and you always are, there's a leer in your voice 
that suggests you are enjoying yourself. I've 
no doubt that when people are queueing outside 
your shop to find out what it is they aren't 
going to get, you are beside yourself with joy 
when it starts raining on them . - ■ ■ 

" Please, Madam, allow me . - ■ ■ " 

" And that, in a nutshell, is my opinion of 
your hideous shop, your staff, your goods, and 
you yourself, Mr. Gran, who would, I think, 
be hard put to it to manage a chestnut -stall ..." 

" Very likely. Madam . . . . " 

" And if I ever have to ask you for anything 
again— Heaven forbid— it will be the last thing 
on earth that I shall ever do .... " 

" Yes, it will, Madam." 

"What was that?" 

" I said it will, Ma'am. You're speaking to 
Messrs. Hurry & Speed. Undertakers, Ma'am. 



" It it really trife, Mr. Mackay, that you won sixty thousand pounds 
in the football poolt last season ? " 
" Aye—but only the once 1 " 



PERSONAL 

Third-rate golfer would like to join a club 
where he can really dig himself in. 

Dickers Si Dash have a new line of frocks 
with leg-o'mutton sleeves for ladies with beefy 
arms and cold shoulders. 

The Symes Furnishing Company offer real- 
hide settees which will resist dogs with a suite 
tooth. 

Nothing goes as fast as the new Super- 
charged Snorthog. unless it's the average 



Actor seeks juvenile-lead roles. Recently 
iverhauled. New wig and arch -'supports. 
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WHAT was good enough for Shakespeare is 
not necessarily suitable for B.B.C. 
variety programmes. Such words as "blast," 
"hell" and "damn" are among those taboo 
under an edict privately circulated. Good 
taste, I am glad to see, prohibits references to 
effeminacy .and offensive allusions to Jews, 
But the whole set-up is surely a bit grand- 
motherly when underwear, lodgers and songs or 
stories about drunkenness are brought in. 
You cannot be sweeping about these things. 
Cleaned-up versions of "blue" stories, when 
the laugh depends on listeners knowing the 
original, are vetoed. How the B.B.C. moguls 
are to identify these is beyond me. 

Not surprised to find Spencer Tracy and 
Judy Garland being picked by American 
cinema owners as top-ranking star draws of 
to-day. We have yet to see Judy in " Easter 
Parade." Mr. Tracy has just been given the 
chief role of a soldier of fortune in the Far 
East on secret adventures; "Operation 
Malaya ' ' is the picture's title. 



Following an orchestral player 
that he does not favour women 
conductors, a vigorous protest is 
being signed by several hundred 
Clippies. 

Wanted : a leading man of 
Hollywood's front rank for " On 
the Town." For this new 

musical, Frank Sinatra and 
Gene Kelly are teamed, which 
seems a fair division of talent, 
for the larynx and the feet. 
Both lads will be wearing naval 
uniform, as they did some time 
back in " Anchor's Aweigh." 
Who will be third ? And the 
leading lady ? 

I could hardly believe my eyes 
on reading that Sessue Hayakawa 
was back in the studios, To .this 
generation the fine Japanese actor 
is little more than a legend — if, 
indeed, as much. An outstanding 
figure of silent films, he made a 
couple of British subjects at the 
old Cricklewood studios when 
I met him and found him 



New York's biggest smash stage hit is the 
musical " Kiss Me, Kate," a modernised version 
of " The Taming of the Shrew." This recalls 
an irreverent suggestion of mine to adapt the 
Bard for revue, with Othello renamed The Moor 
we Are Together, and The Merchant of Venice 
put out as Shylock Time .... 

" Lilac Time," by the way, is being revived 
at His Majesty's on the 14th, with Celia 
Lipton, Bruce Trent, John Lewis and 
Bernard Ansell, Season is limited to six 

Maxwell Reed, who stepped out of a Rank 
contract to become a stage producer, asked 
would-be playwrights to send him their dramatic 
efforts. He has had dozens, and declares that 
one in four is worth producing. Managers 
will gratefully note that, on simple arithmetic, 
here is enough material to keep the West End 
stage going for a year or two. 

The prison drama " Now Barabbas," in 
process of filming at the Teddington studios, 
has quite a feminine side to its cast. Kathleen 



quit 



fasc: 



Mystery surrounded him in later 
years ; there was a detailed report 
of his suicide after losing all his 
money at Monte Carlo, and his 
vanishing into private life seemed 
in any case complete. He is now 
cast as chief villain in Humphrey 
Bogart's "Tokyo Joe," having 
been located in Paris at Christmas. 
Now 60, Sessue has, I believe, 
never made a talkie before. 
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Harrison plays the wife of a bigamist ; Bern 
Ann Davies is a lady of the town, and Beatrici 
Campbell (who does so well in " Silent Dust ' ' 
plays a girl tired of waiting for her lad to finis) 
his sentence. Richard Greene, Stephei- 
Murray, William Hartnell and Leblh 
Dwyer are busy daily on the floors, anc 
authentic detail is being supervised by Mr 
George Blake, a retired principal prison officer 

Joan Crawford, whose last film was 
"Flamingo," is returning to her first love, 
musical pictures. She is one of five stars 
fixed for " Musical Comedy," the others being 
Jack Carson, June Haveh, Virginia Mayo 
and Gordon MacRae. Joan admits to 
brushing up her dancing for this Technicolor 



A new radio wavelength for the " 
masses" is urged by a Russian critic of the 
B.B.C. Would this be called the Herd Pro- 
gramme ? 

Gary Cooper has decided to make no more 
films for at least a year. I feel we could much 
more willingly spare one or two other stars 
animated by the same resolve. Gary has just 
made " Task Force," and aims at a travel trip 
with some fishing on the side. Another of his 
unreleased subjects is "The Fountainhead," 
leading lady of which, Patricia Neal, is at 
present busy at Elstree with Ronald Reagan 
in "The Hasty Heart." 

Had the pleasure of escorting Dulcie Gray 
to a reception after the first showing of " The 
Glass Mountain." Dulcie and her husband 
Michael Denibon have hitherto found it 
possible to act together more often than not. 
One of their possible future subjects is 

" Sixpenny Heaven," a comedy of 

London life. 



Rev Harrison, now playing 
the role of Henry VIII on the 
Broadway stage, appears as a 
British symphony orchestra con- 
ductor ;n the picture " Unfaith- 
fully Yours." due about now. 
A publicity blurb informs me 
that he " takes a mighty orchestra 
through three works, ' Tann- 
hauser,' ' Semiramide ' ind 
' Francesca da Rimini.' " If 
this is literally true, we may be 
prepared for six hours and forty 

it couldn't be. 

Nineteen- year-old Anita 
D'Ray, auburn chief dancer 
and songstress at the Windmill 
Theatre, tells me she is a qualified 
air pilot with 100 solo flights to 
her credit. A member of the 
West London Aero Club, Anita 
has a role in the film " Murder 
at the Windmill." 

Sam Goldwyn is seldom out 
of the news for very long, Two 
items concerning him are hereby 
imparted to a waiting world. 
First, he is to produce this year a 
Technicolor musical, " The 
Goldwyn Girl," which will trace 
the glamorous history of the 
troupe, constantly reinforced over 
twenty years, who have 
appeared with Eddie Cantor, 
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Danny Kaye and have toured the world in 
person. Among those who began' as Goldwyn 
Girls may be cited Betty Grable, Lucille 
Ball, Paulette Goddard, Virginia Bruce, 
Laraine Day and Virginia Mayo. 

Sam's other venture is nothing less than a 
picture in Europe for Ingrid Bergman. It 
starts on April I at the volcanic island of 
Stromboli. off Sicily. Director will be Roberto 
Rossellini, who made the wonderful film 
" Paisa." Says Goldwyn : " Hollywood needs 
the impact of new ideas, experiences and 
emotions." The project is another piece of 
evidence of the growing popularity of Italy as a 
film location. Four British and two American 
units have lately been busy there, with more 
planned for early export. 

The film comedy "Rocking Horse Winner," 
in which John Howard Davies, of " Oliver 
Twist" fame, has his second big chance, is 
based on a D. H. Lawrence story. .Fantastic 
plot is of a boy who, while riding his rocking- 
horse, is able to predict racing winners with 
accuracy. Ronald Squire has the role of an 

Will Greta Garbo ever emerge from 
retirement ? Your guess is as good as mine. 
None of the firm announcements of her 
renewed activity over the past eight years has 
come to anything. Latest news is that the 
George Sand subject is definitely shelved ; and 
that Greta is interested in an American version 
of a French film, " The Duchess." Seeing is 
believing. 

" The Perfect Woman,' ' screen edition of the 
current Playhouse farce, is completed, with 
Patricia Roc starring. I have received a 
bulletin about Pamela Devis, i 2 -year- old 
ex-Caaino girl who acts the robot. She has 
had, :t states, a tough time keeping her face 
expressionless and body rigid throughout the 
picture- But. aft*r ail, is this so very 
remarkable ? 

Do* it need much self-possession 

To keep your face without expression ? 

Is blankness that for which she strives ? 

Some stars are like that all their lives I 

An astronomical article informs us that the 
Dog Star has its periods of dimness. This, we 
hear, has caused considerable offence to Lassie. 

A ten-week guarantee at £450 a week, 
adding up to £4,500, is reported to be Paulette 
Goddard's salary for the tide-role in the film 
version of " Anna Lucasta." If this is correct, 
it should interest Mr. Rank and a few other 
British film chiefs, who have been paying much 
more to British stars. A basic rate of £1,000 a 
week ia not at all uncommon. One of the 
troubles is that studios will not try out actors 
and actresses, even in secondary parts, and 
those in demand naturally command their own 
figure. Lots of experienced stage actors, for 
example, are never even considered. Yet how 
critics and the public welcome fresh talent I 



Across the Mediterranean from Italy is 
Tunisia, latest British film location, where a 
unit is already scouring the ground for " The 
Golden Salamander." This will have Trevor 
Howard in the leading male role, and a 1 6-year- 
old French actresf , Anouk, plays opposite him. 
Later scenes will be made in the Pinewood 
studios. 



Blighty 




mm 




fat- MAW 
LION e 

i 

" Don't panic, Laura-it'i the MAN-Eater that's escaped ! ' 




"Quick, Gwen, quick t Tear that label off the window I ' 
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to him. " Fool I " he cursed himself. 

He had forgotten to take note of the girl's 
address. 

Obviously, the thing to do was to try to 
retrace his footsteps. He set off back the way 
he thought he had come. He didn't recognise 
one landmark on the route. In the end, after 
an hour of wandering in circles, he had to 
admit defeat. 

Finally, wet and weary, he found his way 
home, stuck the umbrella in the stand alongside 
those belonging to other members of the family, 
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n't for another hour,' ' J 



THE conductor tinkled the bell with a 
certain Satanic glee. " Sorry ! " he said, 
"Full up!' 
" But the 
pleaded, 

" You heard what I said ? Full up I " 
The bus splashed off, leaving Jim dripping 
at the stop. There was one other unfortunate : 

The girl reopened her umbrella. " Beastly 
shame on a night like this," she remarked 
indignantly. 

Jim nodded, and the movement of his head 
sent a trickle of rain down his neck, " I've bean 
caught this way before. The Sunday service 
is an absolute disgrace," 

"Well, it doesn't seem much use waiting 
around. Think I'll start walking." 

" Me tool Mind if I join you ? " 

" Of course not I " the girl smiled. " Come 
under my umbrella if you like." 

" Under ' ' wasn't quite the right word. With 
the wind at gale force, they had to hold the 
umbrella horizontally before them to get any 
protection. Jim soon quit bothering about 
which way they were going. The view alongside 
was much more interesting. He felt suddenly 
glad the bus had been full. 

They talked of this and that, non-stop. 
Within ten minutes it felt as though they'd 
known each other ten years. 

" I turn off here," said the girl, a while later. 

It was off Jim's route, but he didn't care. 
For all he knew they could have been heading 
for the nearest chalk-pit marked "Danger," 
without his noticing. He and the girl went on 
talking as they trudged along, finding more and 



"Well, here we are," said the girl, finally, 
" Thanks for seeing me home," 

" A pleasure I " Jim hesitated. He wanted 
to ensure meeting her again, and pondered the 
best approach. He got an idea. " As it's still 
raining, d'you mind if 1 borrow your umbrella ? 
I'll bring it back to-morrow evening." 

" Certainly 1 Have you far to go ? " 

"I live next door to the 'Green Man' — 

" You poor thing, you've come miles out of 
your way." Jim liked the sound of concern in 
her voice. 

"Well, goodbye," he said. 

"Till to-morrow!" she replied. 

Jim tramped off into the rain. He wasn't too 
sure of his direction, but in his exalted 
of mind that hardly bothered him. If he was 
any judge, he decided, he was going to see 
a lot of the Umbrella Girl. 

His thoughts were drifting way into the 
future— in fact he was just about starting the 
honeymoon — when he realised he hadn't the 
least idea where he was. It seemed silly getting 
lost, but one suburban street looks remarkably 
like its neighbour — especially on a rainy night 
when a fellow has other things on his mind. 

Then he stopped as something else occurred 



:> bed. 



Next morning he felt no happier. The whole 
family had got up late, it was still raining, and 
his sister was snarling at hitn for using the 
bathroom too long. When he finally ran offto 
catch the bus, Jim was feeling bad-tempered. 

Matters didn't improve, either, when he 
returned home in the evening. After much 
thinking at the office, he had decided his best bet 
was to trace the route to the girl's house from 
the bus stop. There was just a chance he 
might recognise the way. 

After a meal he went into the hall, put on 
hat and coat, and searched for the girl's 
umbrella in the stand, All the others were there 
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" Well, what have you done with it ? " 

"Left it on the bus going to work," she 
calmly replied. 

Jim exploded. " Don't you understand, that 
umbrella's valuable I ' ' 

" Don't be silly, Jim, it was just an ordinary 
sort of brolly." 

Jim let that point pass. " But didn't you do 
anything about it J" 

"Such as?" 

"Well— Lost Property Office." 

" You know it's never any good. Don't you 
remember my handbag, and the gloves, and 
Auntie's false teeth ? None of 'em ever turned 
up," 

"Oh, you women! You're always losing 
things. Lack of grey matter, that's the trouble." 
Jim stopped there, and banged out of the 
house. He had the uncomfortable feeling that 
note the Umbrella Girl's 
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: downstairs. " What are you 
poking about for ? " she asked. 

" An umbrella I borrowed." 

" That must be the one I took by mistake 
this morning." 



brainpower. 

All evening, Jim searched for the girl's house. 
But, ultimately, he had to give up His only 
hope, he decide, uas to hang around the 
bus stop where they had first met. trusting 
she'd turn up sooner or later 

Every night that week Jim patiently waitec 
hours at the stop He passed the time ie- 
hearsing his apology, tili he got it word, 
perfect. He would explain about the addresn 
She'd laugh at him. and make him write [t 
down. Then he would beg forgiveness for losing 




That's him, dear, in the second row. Look— where I'm pointing now!" 
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(he umbrella and suggest a shop-crawl Saturday 
afternoon to replace it. Then, of course, they'd 
have tea together and perhaps end up at the 
flicks or a local hop. 

i fact, was beginning to feel almost 
s sister had lost the umbrella. It was 
o make progress so much easier, 
inly snag was that, despite his patient 
waiting, there was no Umbrella Girl. Jim 
became down-hearted. He felt he deserved a 

Then came Sunday. Jim hopefully wondered 
whether the girl might have some permanent 
fixture in the neighbourhood on that day of 
the week : an uncle to visit, or something. 

He was the only person at the atop. Jim 
glanced at his watch. The bus was due at any 
moment — the same one as the week before. 
As the vehicle drove into sight, Jim heard 
heel-taps behind- He turned. It was his 
Umbrella Girl. 

She spoke first. "You.'" she snapped. 

Jim was shaken at her tone. " Er " he 

began. 
" Where's my umbrella ? ' ' 
" Er — my sister — lost it on the bus— going 
to work last Monday." 

"A likely yarn I Why didn't you get it 
back from the Lost Property Office ? ' ' 

The bus drew up. " One only I " shouted 
the conductor. 

Jim started his explanation, but the girl cut 
him short, "Why didn't you come round to 
apologise for losing it, then ? " She stepped 
on the bus. 

" I— er — 1 didn't know your address." Jim 
realised how lame the excuse sounded. 

The bus started moving. " You don't really 
expect me to believe that ? " said the girl. 

Jim was left standing. He laughed bitterly : 
to be regarded as a sneak-thief was cruel. 

Wretchedly, he began walking homewards. 
It was most unfair. It wasn't his fault the 
umbrella was lost. Besides, he had mentioned 
to the girl where he lived. So why hadn't she 
called round ? After, say, three days, she 
must have guessed something was wrong, 

But then, he admitted, he could hardly 
expect her to come running after him. Besides, 
if she had decided he was only a cheap crook, 
she would assume he had misled her by saying 
he lived next to the " Green Man." 

Jim had another pang of conscience. The 
girl was right : he should have tried the Lost 
Property Office, 

After work next day he went there. 
Queueing at the umbrella section, he mar- 
velled at the tracing system. Every article had 
a record sheet, filed according to the route 
where found. When anyone was lucky, the 
sheet was removed and filed elsewhere. 

Finally Jim reached the counter. " The 
umbrella was lost in a bus last Monday 
morning." 
"What route?" demanded the clerk. 
Jim told him. 

"Colour? Material? Type of handle ? " 
" Well, black, I think. With a sort of curved 

" Humph I " the clerk snorted. He pulled 
out a folder and sifted through the record 
sheets. "Sorry," he said, "there are no 
umbrellas for that morning on that route." 

Well, thought Jim, at least he had tried. 

He went home and settled down to an evening 
with a book. There was just nothing else he 
could do about the Umbrella Girl affair. His 
mind kept wandering, though. If only, he 
thought, there was some way of meeting her 
again, and of explaining properly. 

Jim was toying with the idea of more vigils 
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" Still without a typist, George 1 You poor dear— then I insist on 
staying and helping you." 



at the bus stop, when there came a ring at the 
door. He opened it. He gaped. 

Standing there was a girl. The Umbrella 
Girl. 

" So it was the right address you gave me," 
she smiled, 

" W- Won't you c-come in ?" Jim yammered 
kicking himself on the sly to make sure he 
wasn't dreaming. 

"I've come to apologise," she said, following 
him to the sitting room. 

" Apologise ? " 

" For the nasty things I said— and thought — 
last night." 

" Quite all right. After all, it did look rather 
fishy. Anyway, I hope you'll let me buy you 
a replacement," 

"No need!" the girl laughed, "I've got 
it back." She flourished an umbrella under 

" But— how 1 " 

" You told me last night when and where 
your sister lost it— so I merely went to the 
Lost Property Office this morning and collected 

"So that explains— oh, but never mind I " 
Jim smiled happily. " Let's settle down and 
get introduced i I 'm sure you've got some other 
name besides The Umbrella Girl." 



TWO convicts who escaped from Leyhill 
Prison surrendered when they were spotted 
by a policeman in. a field. Having found that 
a life of freedom in these days isn't what it 
used to be ? 



AUNT AGATHA'S CORNER 

Yes, there are still a lot of people who say 
prayers before meals, Agnes— especially when 
they know something about the cook. 

There's only one cure for that moming-after- 
the-night -before feeling, Freddy, and that is— 
get up in the afternoon. 

It is quite possible that you enjoy a joke 
better after you've had a few drinks, Albert— 
in fact, you probably see the joke twice. 

You say that when you lost your fortune, 
Herbert, your girl-friend took it well — but how 
did she take it, a liver at a time ? 

The "L" on your boy-friend's car means 
" Learner," Betty, but you're mistaken in 
thinking that " G.B." means " Getting Better." 

It's a serious matter when the missus says 
you smell of drink, George— in fact, a matter 
of wife and breath ? 

The best way to stop your boy-friend singing 
" Old Man River," Lilly, is to warn him he'll 
finish up with water on the brain. 

A woman is not only the best judge of 
's character, Norman, but the 



If you snore so loudly that you wake yourself 
up, Arthur, the best thing you can do is fo 
sleep in another room. 
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SO many of your correspondents seem to be 
newly-weds," writes a Taunton father. 
" Can you help a father of the older generation 
who is frankly afraid now that his daughter 
has reached 18, and has fallen in love ? Of 
course this is far too young, and her romantic 
outlook Is spoiling her daily job, and making 
her difficult at home. What can I do to stop 
the association ? ' ' 

Plenty. But it would be very unwise. Why 
should you be " frankly afraid " ? Obviously 
your daughter is not afraid of growing out of 
her adolescence. It Is my experience that 
parents need mental readjustment when their 
children grow up, just as do the children 
themselves, A young girl in love for the first 
time is bound to be difficult at home. The 
great responsibility then falls on her parents 
of trying to help her into this new, full and 
wonderful life, Calf-love sometimes interferes 
with work, too, but a sensible young girl does 
not spend all her working day in daydreams. 
My frank advice to you is help. She needs 
your help, not your hindrance. 

Between Neighbours 

" My husband had business priority, and we 
managed to get a telephone installed," writes 
a Camden fiat-dweller "Of course I let our 
neighbours use the 'phone, but all too often 
they forget to pay. Between neighbours, how 
can I drop a tactful hint ? " 

Why not place a small coin box near the 
'phone ? In many families this is often done, 
so that each member of the family can keep 
up- to date with his own telephone bills. If 
you want a more direct but tactful conver- 
sational hint, gently remind your neighbours 
when they call to use the 'phone that you are 
only too glad to let them do so because it saves 
them money, a local call on a private 'phone 
costing only a penny instead of the twopence 
in a call-box. 

Whale Is News 

It is important for you to know that there 
Is a new type of whalebeef available now. It 
is the result of the autumn 1948 catch in the 
North Atlantic, and is more tender and of a 
lighter colour than the "bulk" meat from the 
Antarctic, which is hitherto most of the whale- 
meat we have had. The new, lighter meat is 
tender and really tasty if you cook it correctly. 

I have two special tips for preparing whale- 
meat of any .sort before cooking — and, as any 
capable housewife should know, if whalebeef 
is cooked in any fashion with onions any 
possibility of a fishy flavour is avoided, and it 
can be indistinguishable from meat steak. 

The first hint is to cut quite thin steaks, 
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than half-inch thick. This makes 
1 difference to flavour and tender- 
ness. The second hint is to steep the meat 
for at least 11 hours in a pie-dish containing 
a mixture of 3 dessertspoonfuls of vinegar to 
one pint of cold water. At the end of .the steeping 
time, place the dish under cold water and flush 
off the mixture, then drain and cook the meat. 
If by any chance you have steeped too much for 
one meal, any meat over can be kept in a dish 
of cold water for up to 24 hours later. 

Inside the Radio 

" I would not dare touch the inside of the 
wireless," a neighbour exclaimed to me. Most 
men are reluctant to probe inside, too, with 
the result that the average set never gets 
cleaned until something goes seriously wrong, 
and then it has to go to the repairer. 

Dust collects on the chassis of a radio set, 
and between the vanes of condensers can cause 
crackling noises as the tuning control is 
operated. Dust film settling on resistances 
alters their electrical value, too, and can spoil 
the working of even the best set, 

No need to be a radio genius. Just unplug 
the set, or disconnect the batteries (especially 
the H.T., in a battery-dnven receiver), and 
blow, If your vacuum cleaner is of the two-way 
type, which can give a jet of air for drying or 
blowing, remove the dust that way. The man 
of the house may accuse you of tinkering, but 
you are not likely to do half as much harm by 
cleaning as the dust will do if it is allowed to 

Anything For a Change 

That " 5 ick -and -tired -of -wearing -the -same - 
old-clothes " feeling attacks us at this between- 
season period. I find the simplest and surest 
way of overcoming the problem is by treating 
an old suit or dress to a decorative trimming. 
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A Page for the Ladies 

front and fasten at the side with a small zip- 
fastener. 

Another coupon-saving suggestion is to sew 
bands of ribbon across the bodice of a dress, 
as shown in the second sketch. This is quite 
an easy renovation, and as ribbon counters are 
now so welUstocked you have endless oppor- 
tunities for using attractive colour combinations. 




fillip and keeps the waistline in place, 
foundation shape in canvas, and then 
the outside with the tartan material, 
gilt buttons on the widest part at the 



Hasten the Grey ? 

This is a word of warning to the over-35'a. 
Present-day diet deficiencies, doctors say, are 
responsible for much premature greying of the 
hair. But you must not hasten it. 

Many letters are received from readers who 
find their brown hair turning pepper-colour 
at the roots before going grey. They do not 
want to ''tone," but consider using peroxide 
or some other solution to hasten the all-over 
greying, I cannot too strongly advise that this 
may be injurious to the roots, cause the hair to 
go dry and brittle. A henna wash or rinse (not 
an all-over henna application) is best, to keep 
a level grade of tone. 

Laughing at Locksmiths 

In a well-run house, have you noticed how 
the doors close smoothly, and the locks and bolts 
can be worked without banging and fuss ? 

The reason is a simply-made potion with 
which you can really laugh at locksmiths— a 
half-pint bottle of domestic paraffin to which 
you have added half a cup of light oil. A thin- 
body motor-car oil will do, and it should be 
shaken vigorously with the paraffin. The 
result is a penetrating fluid that can be brushed 
on to metal parts, and works like a charm. 

Washing Pillows 

It is a wise thing to wash pillows and all 
bed-linen with especial care after an illness. 
A bad cold can be carried on far longer than 
is necessary if the germ is kept alive in non- 
laundered bedding. 

Pillowslips can be rinsed through in a weak 
disinfectant solution, but it is just as important 
to wash the pillows themselves. Use plenty 
of soapy water, and rinse well. Tie a string to 
one corner, and hang to dry. Shake the feathers 
while drying. 

Do You Know ? 

That straw mats and cane furniture may be 
cleaned by washing with strong salt water. 
Damp butter muslin round cold meat will 

Clear honey should be kept in a dark place 
if you do not want it to go sugary, 

A worn patch of carpet can be brightened 
with household dyes. Brush them well into 
the pile, then paint over the old pattern with a 
matching colour. 

If it is Not Printed ... 

Printers' type not being made of india- 
rubber, there is a limit to the number of words 
that can be packed on this page each week. 
Perhaps on this occasion 1 have not had space 
to deal with that particular problem which 
has been worrying you, and for which you 
would have liked to see a practical hint printed. 
If so, write to me about it. Send a self- addressed, 
stamped envelope to me at "Blighty," 110, 
Fleet Street, London, E.C.4. 
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News From Home 

By PETER BARTON 

DEAR Gertie, 
I know I am your loving sister Kate, 
but, all the same, you do give me some funny 
jobs to do, don't you ? 

But we will come to that later, as, after all 
this long time, 1 expect you would like some 
news from the village. So I will proceed to 
same, hoping this finds you as it leaves me, in 
my red costume, with [-spy shoes to match, 
having just had tea, it being Sunday afternoon 
in these parts. 

It is now more than two months since you 
last wrote a letter to us, except that it wasn't 
a letter, but only a postcard of Big Ben saying 
you would be writing to us in a day or perhaps 
two. Which you never did, unless you did 
and we never got it. 

But, of course, though I am only " a simple 
country maiden," as the song makes out, I 
can quite understand that London is a very 
busy place for you to be in, especially sometimes, 
and so forth, not to mention all the traffic, 
and strikes (if any), and such a lot of crime and 
other fashionable events going on to stop you 
sitting down to write a letter. 

So don't think we are blaming you for not 
writing sooner, though Mum says you might 
have found something better to write on than 
what you .did. To write about, is what 1 
suppose she really meant, but I am not certain. 

Dad was slightly inclined to worry about you, 
in case you were dead, but Mum said, never 
fear, we should have heard from our Gertie if 
anything serious like that had happened to her. 

And why we have not written to you during 
that time is because we have been waiting 
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hear from you, because we kept expecting 
wanting to know why we hadn't 




Also, it appears, during all that long while, 
you haven't written to Joe, either. Which, 
Joe says, seems quite a kind of hint that you 
haven't got a truly, affectionate heart, or else 
that you've got a mighty poor memory. 

And now for news, though I am afraid there 
is very little. It has been very quiet here. 
In fact, people are still talking about the things 
that used to hang on our washing-line when 
you were down here, last summer. Such 
ignorance as not to know that lingerie is always 
very different to just body-linen ! 

Dad is quite well, barring the price of beer. 

Mum is quite well, and has been busy making 
that old green table-cloth into something useful 
for herself, except that part wh'ich got ink on it. 

I ani quite well, havingjust found a smashing 
new hair-do. The post-office young lady 
was so interested in pretending not to notice it 
that she gave me fourteen 2jd. stamps for 
tenpence, so it must be a success. Next time 
I have a new hair-do, I will buy postal -orders. 

I think that is all the news, except that there 
was a dance at the village hall last Saturday, 
but I did not go to it, as I had been skating 
during the afternoon. 

And. that is really all the news, apart from 
there having beea a concert at the hall about 
five weeks ago. Mum and Dad both went, 
but only Mum stayed. 

And now that I have dealt with all the news, 
we will come back to what your letter asks me 
to see to on your behalf.- 

As I remarked earlier, you do give me some 
funny jobs to do, don't you ? 

And always have done. 

1 mean, like that time I had to rick my ankle, 
so that when the new 
curate came along, he 
could help you to get 

And then there was 
that time when you 
made me put on Dad's 
best suit and hat, and 
take you for a stroll 
in the moonlight, on 
purpose to see if it 
would make Sam 
Smithers jealous. 

Not to mention the 
long ago, when 1 
had to go round, at 
midnight, chalking up 
on walls and barn- 
doors that Ted West 
loved you, which of 
he didn't, till 
the notices put the 
idea into his head. . 

And the lates't. is 

that you want me to 

tell Joe, on your behalf, 

that you no longer 

der yourself 

your point about 
it being likely to be a 
little awkward for you 
if the London gentle- 
have got 
engaged to should find 




> DON'T LET 
EXCESS fat 

HANDICAP YOU 

You want to live normally, but your 
excess weight always proves a handi- 
cap, and you fail to ' get there." 
Why not regain and keep a normal 
figure the safe, easy and pleasant 
Marmola way ? It has been in use 
for over thirty years. Men and 
women who wish to regain vitality 
and attractiveness take a ' Marmola ' 
tablet four times a day until they have 
slimmed to their liking. 

• Marmola ' Brand Anti-fat Tablets are 
sold by all chemists at 3;8i per box, or 
will be sent post paid (on receipt of 
remittance) by the 

MARMOLA DISTRIBUTING AGENCY 
(IJ3.D.),86CI«rkenwellRd., London, E.C.I 



former having prospects, if only he could find 
a job to suit him, so I hope you will be very 
happy when the time comes for it. 

So I have given Joe your message, and, he 
said that was all right by him, of course, and 
he just drove on, him being in his car at the 
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gaged to 

home village. You 
say the L.g. is a better 
catch than just a 
country bumpkin, the 



Have I mentioned that he has bought himself 
a lovely big car ? No, I haven't, but he has, 
and it is a beauty. He paid ever such a lot 
for it, but of course he can afford it, now. 

Now that I come to think of it, I quite forgot 
to tell you about Joe's slice of luck. I expect 
it was put out of my head by all the other news 
I had to give you. 

Yes, a great-uncle in America, that Joe has 
hardly ever heard of, has gone and died and 
left a fortune, and it has all come to Joe. 

I often think that luck is a funny thing, do 

There is no doubt about Joe's fortune. He 
got it all, safely, about a month ago, and besides 
buying his car, has already bought the Manor 
House, etc. etc. etc. 

Well, dear Gertrude, I am glad to have been 
able to oblige you by giving Joe your message-. 

Your loving sister, Kate. 
PS. Don't let it worry you about thinking 
you have treated Joe unkindly. Your message 
has not upset him at all. He is as cheerful 
as ever, if not more. As a matter of fact, you 
see, Joe and me have been engaged for nearly 

a month, now, and are getting married next 
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ByAu. Rounder. 

smaller that I want to fight him," said Savold. 
" Mills can give away more than weight — he 
can give a hard fight to any heavyweight in the 
world." Which is high praise indeed, coming 
from one of the two best heavyweights in the 



world's heavyweight championship 
country. Tommy Burns beat Gunner Moir in 
ten rounds at the old National Sporting Club, 
way back in 1907, and since then all battles 
for the proudest boxing title of them all have 
been waged on foreign soil. 

With a bit of luck, London may stage 
another world heavyweight title fight in London 
late this summer, probably in September. 
There is, however, still one small fly in the 
ointment — Lee Savold has first to meet, and 
beat, Joe Louis. That's all. 

Trailing Louis 

Big, silent Savold and his manager, tubby, 
gabby Bill Daly are now on the trail of Joe 
Louis. There's a pretty good chance that 
Louis will agree to fight Savold next June. 
The outstanding challengers for Shufflin' Joe'b 
title are Savold and Ezzard Charles, the coloured 
light- heavy weight flash. 

Joe announced his retirement after beating 
Jersey Joe Walcott last year, but he has thought 
better of it and has decided to pick up another 
million dollars by taking part in just one more 
"farewell performance," 

The clever boys in America say that Joe — 
fat, soft and 36 — is just an empty husk of the 
great fighter he was ten years ago. 

First Come , . 

Savold and Charles could both beat Louis, 
according to the knowledgeable sharks who 
swim around "Jacobs' Beach"— that stretch 
of Broadway which corresponds to the pave- 
ment in Windmill Street just outside Jack 
Solomons' gymnasium. It seems to be. just 
a matter of which one gets in the ring first with 

Louis doesn't like fighting coloured fighters, 
and the box-office has proved over and over 
again that there is no title fight like a " black 
v. white" scrap for pulling in the customers. 
So it looks as if Savold's chances of 'tangling 
with Louis next June are pretty healthy. 

Lee Wants Mills 

Before they, left England, both Savold and 
his manager assured me that, whatever the 
result of their American fight, they will be 
back here this summer to fight the winner of 
the Woodcock-Mills fight. " We trust 
Solomons and Solomons trusts us ' ' said Daly. 
" We came over here without a contract and 
we'll come back without one. Nothing is 
signed because our verbal agreement with 
Jack is more binding than any written con- 
Daly and Savold both fancy Mills to beat 
Woodcock for the British heavyweight 
championship. More than that, they both 
hope Mills will win. " It isn't that Mills is 



No-Foul " Clause ? 

Daly makes one stipulatio 
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back here prepared to fight for the world title, 
we are not going to risk it on a low punch. If 
Woodcock is Lee Savold 's opponent in London 
next September, then we will insist on a no- foul 

Well, Daly and Savold can insist till they 
are blue in the face, but the final decision rests 
with the British Board of Boxing Control, and 
the Board don't approve of the no-foul rule, 
Daly should remember, too, that when our 
boxers go to the U.S. they abide by the 
American conditions— and we expect visiting 
Americans to act with the same deference over 

Finally, I suggest that Savold had better 
win the world title before his manager starts 
laying down the law about the terms on which 
he will defend it. 

Lou Costello— Boxer 

Did you know that Lou Costello, the plump 
partner of the comedy film pair, Abbott and 
Costello, was once a boxer ? Not only was he 
a fighter, .but he was managed by none other 
than Bill Daly, the same identical "Squire" 
who now manages Lee Savold. 

Costello still has a corner in his heart for the 
Noble Art and on April 21 he and Bud Abbott 
will prpmote a fight between world champion 
Ike Williams and Enrique Bolanos in Los 




Do you recognise him ? Ha used . 
boxer and was handled by BUI Daly, 
manager of Lee Savold. Now he has 
turned promoter and will stage a world 
championship fight for charity at Los 
Angeles In April. Yes, It I* film funny 
man LOU COSTELLO. 
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Angeles, Proceeds will go to Lou's own 
private charity, the Lou Costello Youth 
Foundation, Since his baby son was drowned 
in his private swimming pool six years ago, 
Costello has perpetuated his memory in this 
way and has already spent £40,000 on his 
Youth Foundation. 

Keeper's Call-up 

The Army call-up which gave Ronnie 
Simpson his first chance of breaking into 
Scottish big soccer has now taken him out of 
the game. When he was a schoolboy of 14. 
during the war, he kept goal for Queen's Park, 
the famous Scottish amateur side — so many 
senior players had been called up that the club V 

had no alternative. He was an immediate 
success and when the brilliant Johnny Brown 
left the " Park " to turn pro. and keep goal for , 

Glasgow Rangers, Ronnie stepped into his 
shoes. Indeed, he has "kept" so well for • 

Queen's Park that Brown's departure made no 
perceptible difference, 

Ronnie's aptitude is not hard to explain— 
he has soccer in his blood. His father is " Big 
Jim " Simpson, manager of Alloa, who used to 
play centre-half for Glasgow Rangers. But now 
Ronnie has been called up, and the " Park" 
have lost their young keeper in the same way 
that they found him. 

Moscow Calling 

Russia has already claimed the invention of 
the steam-engine, the aeroplane and radio, 
but this time Moscow's imagination lias really 
gone a bit too far. The Russian periodical 
Soviet Sport now announces that the football 
world can thank Russia for the kind of forward 
play served up by Manchester United in last 
year's Cup competition. Apparently nobody 
had ever thought of forward switches and 
inter-changing of positions during play " until 
the Moscow Dynamos introduced these moves 
to England in 1 945 and the Army Torpedo team 
toother parts of Europe subsequently." 

Moscow can tell that to the moujiks 1 What 
about Alec Jackson and Bob Kelly who used to 
change and interchange in the great Hudders- 
field team of twenty years ago till their opponents 
didn't know t'other from which ? And Danny 
Shea, Whiteman and Ashton who bewildered 
everyone who ran up against West Ham in their 
great days ? And Joe Smith, Bob Jack and 
Ted Vizard in Bolton's greatest Cup Team ? 

Come off it, Joe I (And I don't mean Joe 
Smith, either I) 

Cricket Crusaders 

New Zealand cricketers are taking this 
summer's tour of England very seriously 
indeed. Instead of rushing straight from the 
boats to the nets, they are coming here extra- 
early and will acclimatise themselves for a 
month at the seaside. 

They arrive here in the Dominion Monarch 
on April 2. nearly a month before they are due 
to play their opening match against Yorkshire. 
The job of keeping them happy during their 
" acclimatisation " weeks will fall on A. H. H. i 
Gilligan. who plans to take them down to 
Eastbourne for light training and preliminary 
cricket practice at the beautiful Saffrons ground, 
They will complete their practice at Lord's 
before going up North— and they hope to take 
in the Cup Final if their dates can be arranged. 
At the moment, though, they do not seem to 
have much chance, for the Yorkshire match is 
due to start on Cup Final day. 
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Brain Fag 



By KIT ROYSTON 



/oid the brainy sort 
so easy on the eye 
iome days before [ 
a buzzing intellect, 



IN the ordinary way I 
of girl, but Daphne 
thai I had known her for i 
suspected her of possessing 
and when 1 discovered the worst I was too tar 
none to want to back out. 

We met first when Fate threw us together 
ai the same, table in the Kosy Cafe, and the 
foundations of a lasting friendship were laid 
• when ! undogged the pepper pot for her by 
sticking a pin in the little holes. We chatted 
about pepper and the weather and the Govern- 
ment, and next day we both made for the same 
table again, and within a fortnight love 
began definitely to burgeon and I asked her to 
go to the flicks with me. 

"Not to-night," she said. "I'm booked to go 
to a concert. But I've got a spare ticket, and 
if you'd care to come with ow ..... " 

Naturally I leaped at the offer, and little 
dreaming what I was letting myself in for I 
arrange to meet her under the clock at Peterloo 
Station at seven. I like a good concert if 
there are plenty of comic turns and lots of hot 
music, but it turned out that the one she was 
going to was a beastly highbrow affair at the 
St. Dirge's Hall. 

" What did you think of it ? " asked Daphne 
as we left the building. " I hadn't any idea 
you were so keen on good music, but I've never 
seen anyone more raptly attentive. You sat 
practically the whole time with your eyes closed, 
drinking it in. Wagbsrt's music is above moat 
people's heads . . , . " 

The truth was, of course, that I had fallen 
asleep after the first ten minutes, but t wasn't 



going to shock the girl 
by confessing that Wag- 
bert gave me a pain in 
the neck, so I said that 
1 had enjoyed it im- 
mensely, although per- 
haps the fourth fiddler 
on the right-hand side 
a shade out of tune. 
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it day, and 
more I proposed 
: to the flicks, but 
aid she couldn't 



Erosion in Centr 
Tanganyika," she sail 
" and if you'd like I 



I was so shocked to 
find the depths to which 
Daphne was capable of 
sinking that I practically 
swallowed a plum- 
stone, but by the time 
the waiter had finished 
patting me on the back 
and I had recovered 
my breath I was able 
to answer calmly. After 
all, bit by bit, I might 
be able to wean the girl 
from her shocking 
habits, which were no 
doubt due to a faulty 




' Perhaps I can't make cakes like your mother, 
but you can't make money like my father 1 " 
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upbringing and not to 

any defects of character. 

" I should love to 

since 1 was a small boy 
I have wanted to know 
how they erased soil in 
Central Tanganyika, 
and it will be a great 
thrill to hear how it is 

As soon as she had 
gone I popped round to 
the library and mugged 
up the subject of soil 
erosion, so that when 
we met under the clock 
at Peterloo and set out 
for the place where the 
lecture was to be given 
I was able to chat 
intelligently about it. 
Daphne seemed sur- 
prised at my knowledge, 



"What did you think of it?" asked 
Daphne. 

"The fellow has a superficial knowledge of 
the subject," I said Eirily, "but if he had 
allowed questions at the end I could have 
tripped him up on a few points." 

This seemed to stun Daphne completely, 
and 1 thought she seemed a bit sad when we 

"To-night we really must go to the flicks," 
I said next day at lunch. " They've got 
Mark Stable and Ruby Lafarr in ' Peruvian 
Passion-Fruit ' at the Ritz-Astoria. It's a 
musical in Technicolor with Bud Bumptioui 
and his Balaclava Band." 

Daphne looked really upset, 

"I'd love to come," she said, "but I'm 
going to see a Czechoslovakian silent film 
at the Claasicus Cinema. It was made in 1914 
and it ia all about the wildfowl of the Black 
Forest. I've got a spare ticket, but I won't 






.vith 11 



of I 



that 
a lot of 



seemed to have 1 
hidden depths. 

The lecture lasted 
an hour and a half and 
I have never been so 
bored in my life. I 
thought longingly of 
good old Wagbert It 
had been possible to 
sleep through Wagbert, 
but Professor Wire- 
worm had a loud 
rasping voice that 
made slumber impos- 



"Why?" I asked. "I'm terrifically keen 
on the wildfowl of the Black Forest, and if 
there's one thing I like more tlian another it is a 
Czechoslovakian silent film of the early 



" I know," she said, " but it makes me feel 
so miserable and inferior to see you revelling 
in all this highbrow stuff. Personally Wagbert 
and Soil Erosion and Black Forest Wildfowl 
bore me to tears. I work on a literary weekly 
and my job is to do the fashion page, hut the 
girl who does the music and arts column is 
down with 'flu so I offered to help out . . . ." 

In the end we tossed for it with my double- 
headed penny, and we had a nice evening at 
the Ritz-Astoria. Daphne hashing up a report 
of the other film by cribbing from the notice 
of it in the Daily Blare. 
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IN these days when many of us can spend 
little time in the garden, probably only the 
week-end, the problem of keeping permanent 
beds and borders tidy is often an unending 
task. 

Our gardening is not so formal to-day as it 
was in Victorian days for formal bedding has 
gone out of favour, except perhaps in public 
parks and gardens where money and labour 
are more plentiful. Cover plants which spread 
and suppress weeds are great assets in modern 
gardens. We can often gain ideas from 
public gardens for they also have difficult 
banks or horders that need to be kept tidy with- 
out much labour, and you will see such plants 
as ivy, St. John's wort, periwinkle, etc., used 
to cover large areas where perhaps more fussy 
plants will not grow. 
The Dry Bank 

How many of us have a dry bank either 
facing north or under trees or even in full 
sun, where nothing will grow, and sowing it 
with grass seed is not worth the trouble it 
would entail to keep the bank neat and tidy ? 

As a first choice of cover plant I would 
suggest St. John's wort (Hypericum calycinilm). 
I have given you the botanical name because 
there ^are so many hypericums, but this one is 
the most suitable and beautiful for a dry or 
shady bank. It can be planted now, setting 
plants twelve inches apart. It has many white, 
thickish wiry roots, and once planted it soon 
covers the ground, but it's not a nuisance. 
Next I would recommend any of the peri- 
winkles, particularly Vinca major, V. minor 
and V. difformis; their lovely blue flowers 
blossom over a very long period, and when not 
in flower the ground is carpeted with attractive 
greenery, 

Gaultheria Shallon, another suitable subject, 
makes a thicket of upright stems with many 
underground roots. In May it bears pink 
and white egg-shaped flowers followed in 
autumn by dark purple berries. 

Plants for a Moist Spot 

Some of you may have a moist patch in the 
garden by an old ditch or round the edge of a 
small pool that requires a ground cover. What 
is more lovely than creeping jenny ? Its 
rounded, yellowish -green leaves quickly spread 
over the ground, and in summertime the spot 
will be a carpet of little golden-yellow blossoms. 
Another common name for this bright plant 
is Moneyuort 

Bugle or gout ivy. Ajuga reptans. and its 
varieties are equally accommodating and 
colourful in early tutr.mw with bright blue 
flowers -. there is one variety with dark purplish 
■eaves A reptans atropurputea. 

Rock Plants as Carpeters 

The mossy saxifrages, rock phlox, single and 
white arabi's, candytuft and larger growing 
thymes can all be used for covering beds or 
borders, and are equally useful as edging 
plants; so also is the much despised London 
pride (Saxifraga umbrosa). This plant I can 
remember from my earliest childhood days, 
used as an edging. It also adorned a so-called 
rockery, which consisted of a few ferns and old 
tree stumps. Thrift (armeria) can be used 



m a similar way and 
when its rose pink 
flowers are finished it 
makes a perfect green 
carpet edging. 

Hints on Seed 
Beds 

This is perhaps one of the busiest times of 
the year for the gardener as there will be many 
sowings to be made. Unfortunately, however, 
the weather does not always play its part, and 
quite often a wet period is encountered. 

A lot can be done to improve the texture 
of the seed bed so that sowings can be made 
without delay. Ashes from the various bonfires 
made during the past few months should have 
been saved and these will be found to be a 
useful medium to help improve the soil texture. 
A heavy sprinkling of these ashes should be 
given and repeated at intervals, Rake them in 
well. This will help to keep the soil particles 
open, thus ensuring porosity. 
Making the moit of a Small 
Garden 

Those of you who possess a small garden 
should try to harvest as much food as possible 
in the space at your disposal. This can be 
done by intensive cultivation. It is possible, 
with a little careful planning, to intercrop 
vegetables by sowing, say, Early Milan turnip, 
spinach, radish or lettuce between the early 
rows of peas, especially when a warm border 
is available. Cloches can play a big part in this 
intensive scheme, and only a small row of 
cloches will provide a surprisingly large amount 
of produce throughout the year. Cloches 
enable earlier sowings to be made and therefore 
it is possible to take off two or more crops from 
the same piece of ground. 
Exhibition Parsnips 

The best way to produce those really long 
straight parsnips which win at the local show 
is to drill deep holes with a crow-bar or large 
stake and fill th£m with a good compost to 
within half an inch of the top. Two or three 
seeds should then be placed in each hole and 
covered slightly with more compost. Later 
on, the plants can be singled, retaining the 
sturdiest specimen, 

A special compost for rilling these holes can 
be made by mixing some finely sieved loam 
with some old we II -rotted manure. Three 
pans loam to one of manure is a good proportion 
and some sharp sand can be mixed in so that 
the compost is just speckled nicely. 

Early Radish for Salads 

A few bunches of nice, crisp radish are always 
a welcome addition to the salad bowl. A small 
sowing can be made outdoors now in a warm 
border. Fork over the selected site and make 
sure that the surface is broken down as finely 
as passible. I always like to mix in a fair 
quantity of horticultural peat with my soil 
at 4-6 ozs. per square yard. This enables 
the soil to retain its moisture for quite a long 
period, and as radishes require abundant 
amounts of 'water to encourage quick, crisp 
growth, the importance of supplying this 
humus will be readily appreciated. 
Some Greenhouse Sowings 

Where a little heat can be provided, a few 
bedding plants can be grown. Such subjects 
as salvias, zinnias, antirrhinums, ageratums, 
dahlias and African marigolds will give a 
longer display if sown early. 

An important point to watch with these 
subjects is to give plenty of light and air once 
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the seedlings are through. If this is not done, 
they will become drawn-and will be of no use. 

When such plants as azaleas, camellias and 
ericas pass out of bloom, they can be either 
repotted or top-dressed with a mixture of equal 
parts of loam and peat and half a part of sand. 

Wood-boring Insects 

When pruning blackcurrants you may have 
come across shoots which are black and hollow 
inside, tunnelled by the caterpillar of the 
currant clearwing moth which burrows in the 
stem during the autumn and winter. The 
chrysalis stage of this moth is passed in the 
spring and the newly hatched moth Iay3 its 
solitary eggs on the young stems in June. On 
hatching, the caterpillar burrows straight into 
the stem and tunnels in the pith. If the 
population of moths is high then the bushes 
may be seriously harmed and it is advisable 
when pruning to cut until all the tunnelled 
wood is removed so that all the caterpillars 
are destroyed. Incidentally, by now you 
should have completed the pruning of black- 
currant bushes ; it is quite simple, consisting 
merely of cutting away as much old wood as 
possible leaving all the light brown young 
shoots which will carry next year's crop. 

Leopard and Goat Moths 

A dirty white two -inch caterpillar with black 
spots and a brown head, that does much the 
same damage as the currant clearwing, is the 
leopard moth. It attacks apples, pears, plums, 
walnuts and cherries, but is most common in 
young apple trees when it often bores into the 
main stern causing the tree to die. If it enters 
a branch this is less serious as the attacked 
branch can be removed. 

When a caterpillar is tunnelling it can often 
be discovered by the red pellets of sawdust 
and frass that drop from the entry to the 
gallery, Once found it is usually an easy 
matter to destroy the culprit by poking a wire 
up the hole and hooking it out ; otherwise it 
Can be gassed by placing a small piece of sodium 
cyanide in the burrow and then blocking the 
entrance with clay or grafting wax. 

Another moth whose caterpillars are found 
boring in fruit and other trees is the goat moth. 
The colonies of large, dark red-backed, evil 
smelling caterpillars tunnel in the tree for three 
or four years, and an attacked tree is usually 
killed. Once discovered, such a tree is best 
burnt so that all the caterpillars are destroyed, 
but if there is only a small infestation then the 
remedies suggested above for leopard moth 
caterpillars may be followed. 

The Red Spider Menace 

In many of the orchards I have visited this 
year I have seen a heavy population of the 
minute bright red eggs of the red spider which 
are laid in clusters at the bases of buds and 
spurs, These are killed by a thorough spraying 
with D.N.C., which can be applied up to the 
time when the fruit buds are showing green 
tips. It is, of course, impossible to get a 
hundred per cent, kill and as the pest breeds 
very rapidly it is advisable to give a further 
spraying with derris during the first week in 
June, This is the time when all the eggs 
have hatched but the young insects have not 
yet begun to lay. It is only a short period and 
must not be missed as none of the summer 
sprays will kill the eggs of this pest. 

The adult mites are found underneath the 
leaves which they suck dry of sap until the 
leaves become sage green and then brown, when 
they fall prematurely. A tree which loses its 
leaves early is not able 10 store food to help it to 
carry a heavy crup the next season. 
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WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE 

without Calomel — and you'll jump out of bed in the 
morning full of vim and vigour 

The liver should pour out two pints of liquid bile into 
your bowels daily. If this bile is not flowing freely, your 
food doesn't digest. It Just decays in the bowels. Gas 
bloats up your stomach. You get constipated. Your 
whole system is poisoned and you feel sour, sunk, and 
the world looks punk. 

Laxatives help a little, but a mere bowel movement 
doesn't get at the cause. It takes those good old Carters 
Little Liver Pills to get these two pints of bile flowing 
freely and maku you feel "up and up." Harmless, gentle, 
yet amazing in making bile flow freely. Ask for 
Carters Little Liver Pills. Stubbornly refuse anything 
else. 1/7 and 3/10. Also new 3)d. size. 
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An inferiority complex is a disturbance in the Sub-conscious 
Mind which manifests itself in Self-consciousness, lack of 
confidence, nervousness, depression, worry, weak will 
and habits, lack of enterprise, stammering, blushing, 
forgetfulness, sleeplessness, etc. These are symptoms of 
" something wrong " within your personality which you can 
put right— a " disturbance centre " in Sub -consciousness 
which sends out powerful negative impulses overcoming and 
paralysing your positive impulses, denying you the pleasures of 
achievement and the joys of living. You cannot control these 
impulses but 'you can remove them altogether by eradicating 
from your Subconscious Mind the trouble from which they 
spring. This you can do yourself, in your own home, in your 
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Pipped On The Post 

By HERBERT HARRIS 

FREDDY discovered, as others have found 
to their chagrin, that to get in to see 
Prudence Potter of P.P. Play Productions you 
had to get past her male secretary, 

This tall, well-groomed blighter spoke as if 
an old school tie had wrapped it self around his 
tonsils and he eyed you from north to south 
at if you were something left behind by the 
dustman, But, as Freddy told himself, what 
could you expect from a cove with a name like 
Roderick Pipp ? 

" Sorry, Miss Potter is busy ".— " Sorry, 
Miss Potter is tied up all day"— that's all 
Freddy got from this drip Pipp. The only 
person who could get by this chilly secretary 
would be a magician, who could evaporate 
before the secretary's eyes and reconstitute 
himself in Miss Potter's presence. 

But Freddy couldn't magish. He was merely 
an actor. The Shootham Dramatic Club said 
he was another Michael Wilding. Hence his 
calls at the offices of P.P. Play Productions, 
Miss Potter had only to see him, thought 
Freddy, to detect at once a new Irving with 
a dash of Jack Buchanan. After that, only the 
Fuel Minister could keep his name out of the 
lights. 

The snag was to get past Roderick Pipp's 
Iron Curtain. Freddy had made thirteen 
attempts before seeing that advertisement 
inserted by P.P. Play Productions : "WANTED, 
MALE LEAD FOR TOURING REPER- 
TORY." 

Freddy took his brief application round by 
hand — " Dear Miss Potter, Reference your 



Question for a last war 'veteran':— 

Who'll defend Britain 
'next time'I 



Out Mir Territorial Army I suppose. 
Isn't that why the Nallonal Service men 
art going to serve in Territorial Units 
efter their release 1 

Yei. But the fact is that if wea« going 
to mike this Territorial Army a really 
effective nations! defence force wejust 
cannot get along without the help of 
men wllh war-time army training and 
experience .... chaps like you. 
That sounds like a pretty good lino in 
'bull'. Since when has Whitehall become 
aware of me ■• ■ national suel T 
Ever since you took part in a little ex- 
pedition which ended in Berlin. By 
whichever route you travelled you 
gained knowledge and esperlence of 
man and machines which could be 
worth its weight in gold to the country 



outside." Roderick Pipp eyed him frigidly 
and bore the missile into the inner office with 
a backward leer at Freddy. Presently he 
emerged. " Miss Potter will see you," he said. 
If you've never seen Prudence Potter, you 
won't immediately grasp what her smile did 
to Freddy, Instead of the hardheaded business- 
woman of Freddy's Lmagination—-with cropped 
hair and a tendency to bark curt instructions 
in a deep voice— he found the most beautiful 
girl ever to leave Dame Nature's assembly- 
Freddy had seen a few girls in his time, but 
this redhead with a strawberries -and -cream 
complexion struck hurt as the penguin's 
waistcoat, if not the ostrich's ruffle. So this 
was Prudence Potter ! 

Her smile as she invited him to sit down 
sent a hundred little Fred Astaires dancing up 
and down Freddy's backbone. He watched her 
as she popped some papers into a file, and it 
would have been okay with Freddy if he had 
been sentenced to spend the rest of his life 
watching Prudence Potter pop papers into files. 
How to begin ? " Miss Potter, you may not 
know me as an actor . . ." — or " All I want, 
Miss Potter, is a chance in one of your plays — 
a small part would do ... " 

Miss Potter leaned back. " To begin with," 
she said, " shorthand and typing are not 
important ..." 

" Uh ? " gurgled Freddy, rebounding in his 

"The post is in the nature of confidential 
private secretary, It calls for tact and initiative. 
Apart from keeping aspirants from the door, 
you will be asked to handle various delicate 
little matters ..." 
" B ... but ... " 

" Shorthand and typing aren't ruled out 
entirely, but what is 
needed is someone who 
can share closely the 
more intimate affairs of 
P.P Play Productions. 
That is what Mr. Pipp 
has been doing, and Mr. 
Pipp will explain the 
duties more fully, Mr. 
Pipp ceases to be my 
secretary as from to-day. 
Could you begin on 
Monday ? " 

Freddy had done 
some fast thinking. 



>u quickly. 



now. We need you — need 
In the Territorials I 

Yes . Ou r imo 1! post- wa r Regu I ar A rm y 
is nol large enough to provide all the 
Instructors. Officers andN.C.O.'i who 



e found to li 



d train it 



thousands of National Service young- 
ster! who will soon be the mainstay of 
our land defences in the Territorial 
Army.. Only among last war 'veterans' 
like yourself can we hope to And the 
men we need to take the lead. 
Wall, If we mint have a Territorial Ar- 
my, and the Territorials must ha re Chaps 
like us, wa can't let the side down 1 sup- 
pose. There's no denying that the 111 
bounty will come In handy — and a couple 
of hours ■ week plus a few days In camp 
i> a small price to pay for peace. 



Spare time for Britain in the 

Territorial Army 

TAKE THE LEAD— join your Local Unit NO W 



an error on Mis* 
Potter's part. It was 
an act of Providence, 
like being knocked 
down by an ambulance. 
Prudence Potter 
didn't realise it. but 
Freddy was in love with 
her. Cupid hadn't 

used the old-fashioned 
dart either, but some- 
thing really destr 



the 



of 



block-buster. 
What had she said f 
— something about 
working closely with 



her 



the 



late affairs of the 
business. This would 
suit Freddy fine. The 
longer the hours the 
better— 6, a.m. to n 
i u Id be ideal. 



imagination. He could picture the headlines 
already ..." PRUDENCE POTTER WEDS 
UNKNOWN ACTOR." All in good time, 
of course. 

" I'll start Monday," agreed Freddy at length, 

Over the week-end, to be on the safe side, 
Freddy brushed up his shorthand and typing, 
acquired earlier when he had toyed with the 
idea of journalism. All day Saturday he took 
down the news bulletins on the radio, and, 
though he couldn't read them back, it was a 
step in the right direction, All day Sunday' he 
typed with two fingers on a pal's prehistoric 
portable, 

He couldn't sleep on Sunday night for 
thoughts of Prudence Potter. In a matter of 
hours he would be " working closely with her 
on the affairs of P.P. Play Productions." In a 
matter of weeks— who knew ? — he'd be holding 
her hand and calling her " Prudence " or even 
" Prudence pel," and Freddy dozed off 
dreaming of his Boss. 

It rather shook Freddy to find Roderick Pipp 
still at his desk when he reported on Monday. 
" If this blister, hangs about all day," thought 
Freddy, " it's going to be deuced awkward." 

" I thought you would like a little guidance," 
purred the Pipp icicle. 

" Er — yes 1 — ta very much," responded 
Freddy unenthusiastically. 

Freddy slaved alongside the departing 
secretary all morning, and was browned off by 
the time Pipp said he was off to lunch. It wasn't 
the work Freddy objected to, but he wanted to 
get on better terms with Prudence Potter and 
this Pipp was still the wasp in the jam. He could 
hardly wait to sweep the premises clean of 
Roderick Pipp. 

" I trust you will find it congenial here— I 
have," said the retiring secretary aloofly. 

"Oh. I shall, rather!" beamed Freddy, 
thinking of Miss Potter, 

" I might mention," added Pipp, " that 
Miss Potter may like to be addressed in future 
as Mrs, Pipp " 

He paused while Freddy sat suddenly on 
the open drawer of a filing cabinet, causing 
another drawer to pop out and biff him in the 
back of the neck, 

"Miss Potler — or rather Mrs. Pipp— and 
I were married yesterday," went on Roderick 
Pipp smoothly. " 1 shall be occupying her place 
in the office here most of the time from now 
on. Good morning." 



Freddy had 






HEARD IN PASSING 

" The fellow whispering in my ear was the 
strong man from the local circus. He was 
trying to raise a couple of pounds." 

"When he told me he was worth a cool 
million, I said I should love him just as much 
if he was worth only five hundred thousand," 

" I knew ticket No. 29 would win me a prize 
in the sweep. I dreamt of the figure 7 three 
nights running, so I said ' three sevens are 
twenty-nine ' and there you are ! " 

"I believed him when he said he had 
property in Scotland. Then I found out he'd 
left his suitcase in the luggage-office at 
Glasgow." 

" Herbert's play has at last been produced 
on a West End stage. They chopped it up. 
in small pieces and used it for a snbw-stojm." 
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SYMBOL guard.- 
the interest* of every Pool 
inventor, it is the .symbol 
of the Pool Promoters 
Association. Every number 
of this Association 
to maintain the highest possible 
standards of service, fair dealing 
awl reliability. When, you invest 
irith any member of the Association 
you can be absolutely confident that 
your coupon is in the very best and 
safest hands. Look for the. sign P.P. 
on everything connected' with Pools, 



Km- Ih ii dill list iif Member* of the P.P.A. : 

1TTLEWOORS VERNONS MURPHYS 

Pools Ltd., Liverpool Pool*, Liverpool 20 Staunch Bilg*., Edinburgh 

STRANGS COPE'S I.T.P. 

Htiwkbill Ave., Edinburgh Pools Ltd., London, K.C.4 (London) Ltd., London, ',V".L , 

WESTERN SCREEN BONDS 

, Pools, Newport, Mon. Pools, Liverpool J Pools Ltd., Qlaggow 

JERV1S 

Pools Ltd., London, B.C.4 
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When you brush your hair after a 
Bryrfoam Cream Shampoo, see how easy 
to arrange it is — and how lovely. Each 
hair-strand is supple, silken, fragrantly 
clean. Your whole head sparkles with 
a natural, lustrous sheen, the scalp is 



SILKEN ft GLAMOROUS ? 

completely cleansed of dandruff. And 
Brylfoam is so easy to use straight 
from the tube. No special rinses are 
needed, In hard or soft water — for 
dry or greasy hair — you'll find Brylfoam 
the most efficient of all shampoos. 
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